But they lacked a commander of experience. Don Ramon was with-
out knowledge of the sea, and the Prince had been casting about him
without yet finding one whom he could trust with that hazardous
command. He offered it to Prospero.
"If you can break through the blockade," the Prince assured him,
"you may save the Emperor's cause in Naples; for once we are
strengthened by these fresh supplies it should be easy to hold out until
the French demoralization is complete."
There was no more to be said. Glad of activities to turn his mind
from thoughts that brought him heart-ache, he departed again at once.
Two days later he was with Vargas at Piombino, and found all in
readiness. To the five galleys mentioned by the Prince of Orange,
Vargas had added at the last moment a sixth. They were well-found,
and well-manned with buonevogiie. The supply ships, too, were six
in number: two brigantines and a felucca packed with grain, and three
clumsy swag-bellied galleons laden almost beyond the point of safety.
With this fleet Prospero left Piombino immediately, and well served
by the wind he brought it safely to shelter on the northern side of the
Island of Procida, off the northern horn of the Bay of Naples, just
before daybreak one day exactly a week from that on which he had
quitted the Viceroy, so as to go and take command of it. The wind
had failed them at the end of the voyage, and all through that last
night the galleys had towed the round ships. Prospero had insisted
upon this because it was a part of his design to complete his approach
under cover of night, so that the Venetians should have no warning
of it.
His carefully considered plan was inspired by the situation of this
little Island of Procida, set midway between the mainland on the east
and the greater Island of Ischia on the west, the straits on either side
being some two miles wide.
Having taken up his station there, behind the island, he gave his
rowers five hours to sleep before he would call on them again. Him-
self, ashore meanwhile, and from the heights above and behind the
castle-crowned Point Rocciosa he surveyed the vast bay that was
spread before him, beyond Baiae of which Horace sang, to the hazy
headland of Posilipo, that screened Naples from his view, and to the
Vesuvian peaks in the further distance, above which a dense white
cloud of ever-shifting shape was suspended in the blue. Below him on
his right, as if crawling up the flank of the castle hill, he beheld the
flat-roofed houses of the little awakening town of Procida, set in
vineyards and in gardens.
From his eminence tie studied the narrow straits between the
island and the mainland. The sea, reflecting from the sky the flush of
approaching sunrise, was all a sparkling opalescence. To the west, a
couple of miles away, beyond the flat crescent-shaped little Island of
Vivara, rose precipitously the coast of Ischia. The green island,
dominated by the volcanic mass of Epoemo—the Epopus of the
Grades—was the homeland of his friend del Vasto and the birthplace
of tie great Pescara. But Prospero's interest now was in the narrow
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